













CAPITALISM 


COMBUSTION 


& CHAINSAWS 
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The three C's have caused the downfall of our society 
and our earth. Imperialism existed before these concepts, but 
these three things made it that much easier to starve the poor 
and gorge the rich. A free market in the north has enslaved those 
in the south. Its fossil fueled tools have opened up strip mining 
operations. Its chainsaws have cut the canopy of its homes, 
scorching the unusable ground below. Perhaps this colonial¬ 
ism can be best seen in our time. Our luxury agricultural prod¬ 
ucts like bananas, sugar, and coffee come from vast monocrop 
plantations which could grow native and sustaining crops like 
corn. "Juan Valdez," the symbol of American capitalist slavery 
in South America, can only drink so much coffee. With the 
formation of certain "free trade" agreements, companies like 
Nike, Levi's, and Hanes have made certain that they will be able 
to produce goods using economically and politically shackled 
people for labor. The illegal sweatshops in America which pay 
$2 an hour are no longer profitable. The companies must go to 
Honduras, Burma, and Mexico to find people who will work for 
$2 a day. For agreements like NAFTA or GATT to be equitable, 
they must maintain an international minimum wage and 
international environmental standards. 

Capitalism, combustion engines, and chainsaws have 
also underdeveloped the north, furthering a class system 
carried over from the days of lords and serfs. Combustion has 
dissected our once pristine land with its roads, choked us with 
its cars, and destroyed the notion of community. Now our grapes 
can come from California or Chile. Our apples can come from 
Washington, and our underwear can come from Thailand. 
Before the dawn of the three C's, many people lived in 
bartering and sharing communities which fostered the ideals 
of self-respect and empowerment. But damn Whitey's killed all 
of the buffalo, hasn't he? The notion of jobs vs. environment 
keeps popping up in the media, but the environment isn’t the 
enemy— the three C's are. Labor has become automated. 
Machines tell people they're too dumb to work anymore. 
Chainsaws take jobs from loggers, not environmentalists. 

Life under the three C's lacks human dignity and a 
respect for the natural world. The upperdogs seek to exploit 
both land and people in their conquest to make profits soar. We 
just stand in their way or help them on their way. I suggest we 
stand in their way more often. 

This was a public service announcement from Rick Spencer. 

FOB 24202 Hilton Head Island. SC 29925. USA 
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... are the lungs of our earth, producing our oxygen supply. While comprising only 2% of the planet, 
tropical rainforests house over 50% of its species. Indigenous peoples, like the Penan of Malaysia, the 
Yanomami of Brazil, and the Huaroni of Ecuador are forced to leave their lands or be murdered defending 
it. It is first world consumerism which leads to third world suffering in the rainforests. But in the end, we all 
suffer from the global warming, erosion, oxygen shortage, & desertification caused by deforestation. 

In the US, our National Forests are sold to timber and paper companies at a reduced prices 
subsidized by our tax dollars. Only 5% of America's old-growth forests still remain, as 1,000 year old trees 
are cut for newspapers & Phonebooks. 

Paper companies are ignoring alternatives to virgin tree fiber, such as kenaf, hemp, agricultural 
waste, straw, and post-consumer recycled paper. The industry also bleaches its paper with dioxin-produc¬ 
ing chlorine, which causes birth defects, sterility & cancer in humans & other animals. 

We can do without mahogany & teak furniture, virgin paper & clearcut timber— we'll have to if we 
intend to exist. Perhaps the industry needs a push. Organize a demonstration, civil disobedience action, 
write letters, print t-shirts... something. The following is a list of organizations helping to put an end to 
poorly managed forest-products industries. Write them. They will send you free stuff to get you started. 


Rainforest Action 
Network,450 
Sansome #700, SF, 
CA 94111. USA 


RAN Is the best 
resource in the US for 
tropical rainforest 
issues. They are 
leading boycotts 
against Mitsubishi, 
Texaco, Maxxam, 
World Bank, 
mahogany, & other 
tropical timbers. 

Local affiliates are 
active all over the 
globe. 


Earth First! USA, 
POB 1415, Eugene, 
OR 97440. USA 



NYC activist blocking a Georgia-Pacific timber distribution 

center in Hamilton, NJ. Six people were arrested. 


EF! is a loosely organized group of activists which participate in 
legal demonstrations & civil disobedience action, but are most 
noted for their monkeywrenching which includes setting 
bulldozers ablaze & tree spiking. Their EF! Journal is excellent. 


Boycott Quarterly, 
POB 64, Olympia. WA 
98507, USA 


This magazine is the best 
source for ongoing 
boycott news around 


Rainforest Info Centre, 
POB 368, Lismore, 
NSW 2480, Australia 


The best clearinghouse 
of rainforest info& a 
center for Australian & 
international activism. 


Greenpeace Forestry 
Campaign, 1726 
Commercial Ave„ 
Vancouver, BC V5N 
4A3, Canada 


Working on stopping clearcutting in BC's Clayoquot Sound. Mac¬ 
Millan Bloedel is turning BC's ancient forests into the New York 
Times & GTE phone books. Over 800 people were arrested in 1993 
for protesting the practice. 


Native Forest Council. POB 2171, Eugene. OR 97402. USA | Greenpeace Chlorine Campaign.847 W. Jackson, 7th Floor, 

Chicago. IL 60607 


NFC is tops onresearching US clearcutting & timber practices. 
Their primer is a much needed tool & is free. 


Leaders in the push to implement alternative bleaching methods in 
paper products & phasing out PCBs & other sources of dioxin. 


Citizens Clearinghouse for Hazardous Waste, POB 6806, 

Falls Church. VA 22040. USA I Friends of the Earth, 56-58 Alma St., Luton, Beds LUl 2YZ.U 


Formed out of the Love Canal movement, CCHW works on getting 
dioxin & other toxic chemicals out of communities through 
empowering local people. Environmental justice is also a big 
concern. 


Taiga Rescue, Box 116, S-962 23 Jokkmokk, Sweden 


Large enviro group trying to impose a ban on mahogany & other 
tropical timber in the UK. FOE put out a great report entitled, 
Mahogany is Murder. 


Student Environmental Action Coalition, POB 1168, Chapel 
Hill, NC 27514-1168 


EarthCulture, POB 24202. Hilton Head Island, SC 29925, USA 


Best contact for northern forest activism (Scand., Scotland, Can., Russia). The US's largest coalition of student environmental groups. Prints a 

good magazine called Threshold. Doesn't focus on timber heavily, 
but SEAC is a good contact for students & young people. 

An organization I recently founded which runs the national 
Boycott Georgia-Pacific Campaign. We are getting businesses to 

think more green through the "Smart Paper" campaign & also Doesn't work on timber, but is the best resource for non-violence 
deal with tropical timber issues. resources & training 


graphic & information by Rick Spencer, burnt-out punker reachable at EarthCulture address 
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IF YOU WOULD LIKE THE HOLY 
WAR TO COME TO YOUR TOWN 
616-344-5707 
PO BOX 50403 
KALAMAZOO Mi 4900 


DEREK : GUITAR 
JOSH :DRUMS 
JOEL : BASS 
CRAIG : VOCALS 


COMING SOON FROM THE WORLD OF JIHAD A SPLIT WITH OTTAWA 
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If you think it’s about you, 
you’re wrong. It’s about us. 
Me and you. We stand alone; 
such hardened individuals... 
but we need others. We need 
this. If we didn’t, we be gone 
by now. I know I need this. It 
sounds so silly. But true, I 
need this space. Some fucking 
space of comfort. Even when 
everyone sucks, I still turn 
here. I turn it loud. Because 
this is the closest I can get to 
my reality. And it’s ours, our 
world. No one can take it from 
us. We can give it away, but 
no one can take it. And I am 
hoarding my piece. 


MAYBE I WAS ALWAYS JUST STANDING IN YOUR LIGHT? 


i’m tired of “my element” being a 
place where i don’t feel comfort¬ 
able. filled with hating eyes of 
neighbors, and beyond that blank 
stares overflowing with pettiness, 
it’s time for a new leaf. 

"I may be blind in my actions, 
and have no control of my 
rage, and suffer from heated 
moments, but... I know what 
my anger means." - Ignition 
I know my anger is the only thing I have left 
now. The only thing inside me that is pure. 
Everything else has been tainted, disillusioned, 
and beaten into submission. These fiery eyes are 
the only clear thing I have. This burning. This 
scream. This beast is the best thing I can turn to, 
and know I am really alive. To know what I 
want. And my anger will keep me from being 
under your thumb. Nice types sit quiet and 
alone unrecognized by the world around them. 
Almost apathetic. This you cannot ignore. This 
you see. This keeps the other people in line, as I 
try to rebuild. My anger is my savior. And 
that's that. 


Today I turned twenty. It scares the fuck out 
of me. I’ve got one more legal year of being 
this thing I ran from. Now I’m just trying to 
get it back. I never wanted to be this. Never. 

I wonder about this woman I have become. 

I wonder about this thing living inside of me. 

I really have no idea what I want, 

Sometines. 

No, scratch that. 

I can’t even imagine what other people see. 

I have my wild imagination, 

But that I have to second guess. 

I wonder to what degrees I go. 

Because that is a big piece of me. 

And my woman. 

And my wonderment. 

I wanted to do something that meant something. I 
never wanted to be the one doing all the seeking. I 
didn’t want to be the bad memory. But the past isn’t 
just past, and it’s hard to ignore. I wasn’t the living 
one and now I am dead. Dead to you? 


so I do this little 'zine called shiner, you can guess what it is about, this is number 3.5. 
thank you, friends, fuck shit up. - lisa o. po box 622 goleta, ca 93116 









Must we preach the same aesthetic? 

_ \ \ —^ I / 

Everything seems to be about imitation. 

\ I / 

Watching one another for signs of purpose. 
Gathering around the speakers / 

that play w hat has been spoken before. 
The air in this room is stale and 


running out. ^ 

The match of hope is lit to burn the remaining oxygen, 
W e suffocate in the space wem^^crart^H 


We needed an alternative 


(to the alternative) 


route for breathing 


A broken window could have done the trick 


of liberating 


the hostages of boredom 


j and thoughtlessness 


\Ve could always use 


that our heads are full of. 






















SHOTMAKER 


March 1994-Melissa Kimberly 
Richardson was picked up while 
hitchhiking today. She was driven off to 
a deserted road, assaulted, choked until 
she passed out, and then stabbed 
somewhere near 40 times with a 
screwdriver. She was left on the side of 
the road to die. Missy survived by lifting 
herself off the road, climbing over a 
fence, walking across a field to the edge 
of a highway, and flagging down a 
passing motorist. She did this while 
losing massive amounts of blood. 


This in itself only bears slight testimony 
to the kind of spirit she, as a human 
being, has. I think the world of her and 
can't imagine what it would be like to not 
have her around. 

I know, as well as most of you reading 
this do, that violence against women in 
any way, shape, or form is out of 
control. I don't need to ramble on about 
statistics, because once, in my mind, is 
too much. I think that we, as people, 
need to educate ourselves at a young 
age and stop letting the media, religion, 
and mainstream society in general 
make males into these macho men that 
think they are the all and mighty 
machine. Men are the problem, men 
created the problem, and men prolong 
the problem. 


-Matt 


7:14 is just one person's outlook on a 
problem that should be looked at by 
more people. 


NEVER WON 
NEVER LOST 
ON HER GROUND 
TIME 7:14 
HEIGHT 
WEIGHT 
TIME 

WHAT WILL I DO 
AT 7:14 

WHAT WILL SHE DO 
WHAT WILL WE DO 
IT WASN'T HER CHOICE 
OUR FISTS 
OUR EYES 
OUR LIES 


Write us:574 Bridge St. E. 

Belleville Ont. 

K8N 1S1 
Canada 

recorded at September studios 
Aug. 1994 

engineered by Jim Kuczkowski (thanks!) 
and Jeff Hansell 











on a treadmill. 


let spring return once more lets go 
full circle let me leave you all behind 
let seclusion heal my wounds more than 
paper cuts let your additions subtract 
from me momentary gain is- only held 
briefly in my grasp it slips into 
irrelevance and fades out of focus 
while the world rotates as i stand back 
and watch precious little changes time 
will continue on theres more to come 
winters are cold and long we've gone 
full circle spring is too close to 
winter logic stands to reason i'll 
continue the circle logic stands to 
reason i'll still be here this winter 
the stench of stagnant waters pollute 
my lungs with every breath i'm still 
breathing the intoxication.•• 


raanrae. 39 LAUREL RD BLABI LEICESTER LE8 4DL ENGLAND 


RECORDED AT BACKSTAGE JULY '94 













c®«peratire.a gr®up ®f pe®ple wh® hare a c®atai®n need, vrh® get tegether and 

meet that need rather than paying s®me ®ne else t® meet that need f®r them. 


Fuck Landlords and Take Control of Where You Reside 
LIVE IN A CO-OP 


Where do you live? Are you sick of listening to the never ending nagging of your 
landlord and having them neglect you of your needs? Well I have an answer for you! 
Become part of your local cooperative! Co-ops are great because it is true revolutionary 
living. As a collective group, housemates own their co-op and are in charge of their house 
in every imaginable way. Thus, die power is brought into the hands of the tenants and not 
some money loving landlord. This also helps to keep co-ops affordable, for no one is 
making a profit. 

I have lived in a co-op for the past two years in Isla Vista. It is a much needed 
escape from the college town hell that surrounds me. My house has nine bedrooms and 
fourteen co-opers, and we are only one house out of three in the local community. As a 
communal house, we all have weekly chores to keep the house going. We have an excel¬ 
lent recycling program and a growing organic garden in the backyard. Best of all, we have 
communal dinners in which two co-opers cook for the house one night, while they have 
others cook for them the other nights. Imagine coming home every night to an awesome 
vegan/vegetarian dinner fully prepared by someone else. 

Co-ops are truly an aspect of alternative living because it gives people a true sense of 
power and choice about where they live. Co-ops have existed since 1844 and are located 
all around the U.S., especially where there are colleges. They are not just for hippies and 
should not be associated with communes and compounds a la Waco, Texas. Co-ops are 
awesome because people show interest and pride in where they live and the house has a 
general sense of politics. Thus, co-ops (whether housing, food, or business) are fuckin 
punk...so support your local cooperative! 



danielle po box 14228 santa barbara California 93107 ukermitl@mcl.ucsb.edu 



for info on housing co-ops near you, contact NASCO at: 


email: NASCO@umich.edu 


main office 
po box 7715 

Ann Arbor, MI 48107-7715 
(313) 663-0889 


west coast office 
6503 Madrid, Suite J 
Isla Vista, CA. 93117 
(805) 685-6964 





















A little over two years ago I got the idea to start this 
magazine called HeartattaCk. I was feeling alien¬ 
ated by the hardcore world’s core processing unit, 
meaning that Maximum Rock ’n ’roll was no longer going to 
cover the kind of music that I had grown to love. But it wasn’t 
just about music, it was also about a certain community and 
the idea of it all being “more than music.” You see MRR was, 
and still is for a huge portion of the punk scene, an informa¬ 
tion hub. People flip open those pages every month to get 
clued in on what’s new. Not just musically but also spiritu¬ 
ally and thematically. Hardcore music is more than music 
because it transmits ideas. Any fool can see the obvious link 
between the music and the proliferation of ideas. Vegetarian¬ 
ism and veganism are two real obvious examples. Ideas that 
have become common ground, even old hat, to most people 
involved in hardcore. There was a time when I was surprised 
if I met some hardcore kid that was vegetarian, but now the 
shocker is when I learn that some hardcore kid eats meat; 
“like that’s way out there, you know?” 

Anyway, I started reading MRR in 1982 and without 
that information hub I would have been lost. MRR was a 
data base filled with reviews, ideas, addresses. It helped me 
plug into the scene. Without it I 
wouldn’t be who I am 
today. So when MRR 
suddenly started 
changing their 
review policy in a 
way that was 
ostracizing my 
record label, my 
friend’s bands, and 
my community I went 
ape shit crazy. In that state 
of delirium I decided to start 
this fucking magazine. I called 
it HeartattaCk because I knew that 
attempting to do a full scale informa¬ 
tion hub magazine like MRR could give 
me a headache, an ulcer, and an eventual 
heart attack. 

But why me? I guess the best 
answer I can give is that I owe a lot to 
hardcore. It is in my mind the most important 
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thing that has ever happened to me. It changed 
my life forever. My whole mind set and way of interacting 
with the world has been drastically altered by my years in 
hardcore. It isn’t always apparent but if I look closely I can 
see the connection to everything I do. I’m not complaining, 
but rather I’m giving respect where respect is do. I like who 


I am. I like my life. I owe hardcore. So in many ways I felt 
a responsibility to do HeartattaCk. It isn’t always fun, and in 
fact most of the time it is really quite painful. Sure when 
each issue is back from the printer there is a certain sense of 
satisfaction, but there is also the foreboding knowledge that 
another issue is on the way. 

The hardest aspect of doing HaC is the time spent 
agonizing over the direction of the magazine. I have an idea 
of what I want it to be, but trying to make that idea solidify 
issue after issue is incredibly hard. I run out of creative 
energy, and I find myself constantly wondering if the 
magazine is any good. A lot of people were thinking HaC 
would turn out to be MRR junior. It hasn’t, which is partly 
good and partly bad. I want HaC to be an information source. 
I want it to be a tool. It isn’t a ‘zine, but a piece of 
information. I want HaC to be everything that I didn’t want 
No Answers to be (No Answers being the ‘zine I did for ten 
years prior to HaC). With No Answers I was striving to find 
ways to represent my opinions and my values and my face 
and my sense of spirituality in ink, on paper. HaC ideally is 
just the opposite. It is about the general consciousness of 
hardcore and not so much about using my flesh as paper. 

HaC isn’t what it should be, and No Answers wasn’t 
always what I wanted. I guess most things never quite turn 
out exactly the way you envision them, or at least not 
perfectly. I think HaC is working. It isn’t a pure information 
source because it has got too much character, too much 
McClard, too much attitude, but at the same time it isn’t a 
great ‘zine because it lacks emotion, energy, and 
bravado. HaC is somewhere between my ideal vision 
of HaC and my ideal vision of No Answers. It is part 
information source and part personality. 

And that’s okay with me because we’re 
living in a post-MRR era. In the beginning (of 
hardcore, not punk) MRR was the center, the hub 
of all information. Flipside was around and later 
Ink Disease and Suburban Voice, but MRR was 
it. Today you can chose between MRR, Punk 
Planet, Flipside, HaC, Profane Existence, 
Plot and a whole host of up and coming 
“information ‘zines.” Everything has 
changed. Punk and hardcore are too 
wide spread, too well known for one 
magazine to serve as a single source 
of information. 


^ of information. MRR isn’t what it 

once was, and it never will be again. I haven’t bought a copy 
of MRR in almost two years, and when I get a chance to look 
at it I find that I’m not very interested in what’s inside. Things 
change. That’s the last time I’ll ever mention MRR again in 
the pages of HaC. It is time to move on. 
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I am. I like my life. I owe hardcore. So in many ways I felt 
a responsibility to do HeartattaCk. It isn’t always fun, and in 
fact most of the time it is really quite painful. Sure when 
each issue is back from the printer there is a certain sense of 
satisfaction, but there is also the foreboding knowledge that 
another issue is on the way. 

The hardest aspect of doing HaC is the time spent 
agonizing over the direction of the magazine. I have an idea 
of what I want it to be, but trying to make that idea solidify 
issue after issue is incredibly hard. I run out of creative 
energy, and I find myself constantly wondering if the 
magazine is any good. A lot of people were thinking HaC 
would turn out to be MRR junior. It hasn’t, which is partly 
good and partly bad. I want HaC to be an information source. 
I want it to be a tool. It isn’t a ‘zine, but a piece of 
information. I want HaC to be everything that I didn’t want 
No Answers to be (No Answers being the ‘zine I did for ten 
years prior to HaC). With No Answers I was striving to find 
ways to represent my opinions and my values and my face 
and my sense of spirituality in ink, on paper. HaC ideally is 
just the opposite. It is about the general consciousness of 
hardcore and not so much about using my flesh as paper. 

HaC isn’t what it should be, and No Answers wasn’t 
always what I wanted. I guess most things never quite turn 
out exactly the way you envision them, or at least not 
perfectly. I think HaC is working. It isn’t a pure information 
source because it has got too much character, too much 
McClard, too much attitude, but at the same time it isn’t a 
great ‘zine because it lacks emotion, energy, and 
bravado. HaC is somewhere between my ideal vision 
of HaC and my ideal vision of No Answers. It is part 
information source and part personality. 

And that’s okay with me because we’re 
living in a post-MRR era. In the beginning (of 
hardcore, not punk) MRR was the center, the hub 
of all information. Flipside was around and later 
Ink Disease and Suburban Voice, but MRR was 
it. Today you can chose between MRR, Punk 
Planet, Flipside, HaC, Profane Existence, 
Plot and a whole host of up and coming 
“information ‘zines.” Everything has 
changed. Punk and hardcore are too 
wide spread, too well known for one 

_ _ magazine to serve as a single source 

* of information. MRR isn’t what it 

ng once was, and it never will be again. I haven’t bought a copy 
of MRR in almost two years, and when I get a chance to look 
at it I find that I’m not very interested in what’s inside. Things 
change. That’s the last time I’ll ever mention MRR again in 
the pages of HaC. It is time to move on. 
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F ebruary 6th, 1996. Five years ago Ebullition began as 
an idea. It was nameless. Sonia found the word in a 
dictionary; Ebullition “1, a boiling up or overflow of 
liquid. 2, an outburst of feeling, passion, etc.” Brent took the 
word and inked a logo. And from that day forth I began the 
long process of bringing Ebullition to life. Today, I feel 
intertwined and inseparable from Ebullition. 

We have become one. Ebullition is as much a part of 
me as I am a part of it. Not one single day has passed in the 
last five years in which I didn’t spend time thinking about 
Ebullition. Ebullition is not just something I do, it is part of 
my identity, and for better or worse, I cannot fathom a life 
apart from it. Ebullition is not a label. Ebullition is my life. 
‘Till death do us part. kent • kebullitiont • ebullition 

I n 1995 Ebullition raised $3,000 from the sale of Give Me 
Back LPs. The money was divided amongst three organi¬ 
zations; The National Gay and Lesbian Task Force, Planned 
Parenthood, and The Santa Barbara Shelter Services For 
Women. Writing the checks felt like a real accomplishment. 
The Give Me Back compilation has always symbolized for 
me what Ebullition could be at my best, at its best. I’m proud 
of the record, of the enclosed booklet, and donating the money 
made the whole project seem that much more important. By 
the end of 1996 Ebullition will probably be able to donate 
another $3,000 to these organizations. Ebullition in motion. 

T his record was conceived as a benefit for HeartattaCk. 

In the beginning HaC was short on cash. In the last two 
years I’ve bought a lot of computer equipment in an attempt 
to make the process of producing HaC easier and easier. 
Hopefully, it is also looking better and better. From this 
point forward HaC will be produced completely on disk. 

All the photos and graphics will be scanned and 
everything will be laid out on the computer. This should 
raise the visual quality of the magazine, and hopefully 
it will come out a bit more regularly as well. So the 
money raised from this record will help pay off the 
expenses of all this new computer equipment. Some 
of the money will also be used to cover those 
issues where the ad money isn’t quite enough to 
cover the printing, and I guess the second color 
will become a regular part of HaC. All of the 
bands were nice enough to donate their music 
to help HaC, and my thanks goes out to all of 
them. Each band was asked to do a page for the booklet and 
I also asked most of the regular contributors to do pages. I 
was kind of interested to see what they would all come up 
with, if anything at all. Yes, there is a second compilation in 
the works. It should be finished in a month’s time. 











Iam. I like my life. I owe hardcore. So in many ways I felt 
a responsibility to do HeartattaCk. It isn’t always fun, and in 
fact most of the time it is really quite painful. Sure when 
each issue is back from the printer there is a certain sense of 
satisfaction, but there is also the foreboding knowledge that 
another issue is on the way. 

The hardest aspect of doing HaC is the time spent 
agonizing over the direction of the magazine. I have an idea 
of what I want it to be, but trying to make that idea solidify 
issue after issue is incredibly hard. I run out of creative 
energy, and I find myself constantly wondering if the 
magazine is any good. A lot of people were thinking HaC 
would turn out to be MRR junior. It hasn’t, which is partly 
good and partly bad. I want HaC to be an information source. 

I want it to be a tool. It isn’t a ‘zine, but a piece of 
information. I want HaC to be everything that I didn t want 
No Answers to be (No Answers being the ‘zine I did for ten 
years prior to HaC). With No Answers I was striving to find 
ways to represent my opinions and my values and my face 
and my sense of spirituality in ink, on paper. HaC ideally is 
just the opposite. It is about the general consciousness of 
hardcore and not so much about using my flesh as paper. 

HaC isn’t what it should be, and No Answers wasn’t 
always what I wanted. I guess most things never quite turn 
out exactly the way you envision them, or at least not 
perfectly. I think HaC is working. It isn’t a pure information 
source because it has got too much character, too much 
McClard, too much attitude, but at the same time it isn’t a 
great ‘zine because it lacks emotion, energy, and 
bravado. HaC is somewhere between my ideal vision 
of HaC and my ideal vision of No Answers. It is part 
information source and part personality. 

And that’s okay with me because we’re 
living in a post-MRR era. In the beginning (of 
hardcore, not punk) MRR was the center, the hub 
of all information. Flipside was around and later 
Ink Disease and Suburban Voice, but MRR was 
it. Today you can chose between MRR, Punk 
Planet, Flipside, HaC, Profane Existence, 
Plot and a whole host of up and coming 
“information ‘zines.” Everything has 
changed. Punk and hardcore are too 
wide spread, too well known for one 
magazine to serve as a single source 
of information. MRR isn’t what it 



once was, and it never will be again. I haven’t bought a copy 
of MRR in almost two years, and when I get a chance to look 
at it I find that I’m not very interested in what’s inside. Things 
change. That’s the last time I’ll ever mention MRR again in 
the pages of HaC. It is time to move on. 
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F ebruary 6th, 1996. Five years ago Ebullition began as 
an idea. It was nameless. Sonia found the word in a 
dictionary; Ebullition “1, a boiling up or overflow of 
liquid. 2, an outburst of feeling, passion, etc.” Brent took the 
word and inked a logo. And from that day forth I began the 
long process of bringing Ebullition to life. Today, I feel 
intertwined and inseparable from Ebullition. 

We have become one. Ebullition is as much a part of 
me as I am a part of it. Not one single day has passed in the 
last five years in which I didn’t spend time thinking about 
Ebullition. Ebullition is not just something I do, it is part of 
my identity, and for better or worse, I cannot fathom a life 
apart from it. Ebullition is not a label. Ebullition is my life. 
‘Till death do us part. kent • kebullitiont • ebullition 


I n 1995 Ebullition raised $3,000 from the sale of Gi ve Me 
Back LPs. The money was divided amongst three organi¬ 
zations; The National Gay and Lesbian Task Force, Planned 
Parenthood, and The Santa Barbara Shelter Services For 
Women. Writing the checks felt like a real accomplishment. 
The Give Me Back compilation has always symbolized for 
me what Ebullition could be at my best, at its best. I’m proud 
of the record, of the enclosed booklet, and donating the money 
made the whole project seem that much more important. By 
the end of 1996 Ebullition will probably be able to donate 
another $3,000 to these organizations. Ebullition in motion. 
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T his record was conceived as a benefit for HeartattaCk. 

In the beginning HaC was short on cash. In the last two 
years I’ve bought a lot of computer equipment in an attempt 
to make the process of producing HaC easier and easier. 
Hopefully, it is also looking better and better. From this 
point forward HaC will be produced completely on disk. 

All the photos and graphics will be scanned and 
everything will be laid out on the computer. This should 
raise the visual quality of the magazine, and hopefully 
it will come out a bit more regularly as well. So the 
money raised from this record will help pay off the 
expenses of all this new computer equipment. Some 
of the money will also be used to cover those 
issues where the ad money isn’t quite enough to 
cover the printing, and I guess the second color 
will become a regular part of HaC. All of the 
bands were nice enough to donate their music 
to help HaC, and my thanks goes out to all of 
them. Each band was asked to do a page for the booklet and 
I also asked most of the regular contributors to do pages. I 
was kind of interested to see what they would all come up 
with, if anything at all. Yes, there is a second compilation in 
the works. It should be finished in a month’s time. 
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M y fragile ego is inflated with hot air. You attempt to 
deflate me with your sharp tongue, but I stay on my 
toes, moving side to side. The verbal war continues. I’m 
sure we could be friends if we spent time together on a hot 
day with the sun’s lazy rays upon our backs, but we never do. 

I f you see me stumble on the street, it is because I am 
overwhelmed. It all comes down so damn fast. The 
uncertainty and the confusion spread. My eyes look out from 
behind a veil of haze. In the morning the fog and mist shroud 
the town in an eerie glow. I ran through the streets and the 
appearance of desertion makes it seem simple. But later in 
the day the sun will bum off that simplicity, and people will 
once again swarm these streets like ants in a colony. Can you 
learn to live with the question? I see the converts seeking 
that which is sought. They seem so content on knowing, on 
trying to know. I think I remember what it meant to search 

the heavens for that answer. The 
all powerful elusive answer. 
Elusive. Yes, I remember the 
search, but I also remember the 
failure. At first that failure gave 
me cause to fear. I began to 
understand the fragile exist¬ 
ence that I call life. Life and 
death are so tightly connected. 
The completion can come so 
quickly. When I first realized, I 
mean really realized, that this was so 
I began to lose my sense of balance. I 
wanted an answer to hold, an answer to 
lean upon. I remain at war with the great 
unknown, but I can now answer your 
question. Not the question, but the 
question. Yes, I can learn to live with the 
question, though the bmises on my knees 
are evidence that I do fall now and again. 

he left me. And I am blind. I 
1 struggle to find truth, only to trip on 
the confusion of life. I doubt if I can 
know the value of something until I 
have lost it. It is the curse of humanity. 
I can hear her voice in my ear like a 
distant memory. Photos are captured 
moments in time. But those times have already escaped, and 
I realize now' that photos are really only vestiges of a past 
time. I would like to be alone now to think about a time when 
I was not alone. From the cradle to the grave; hold that which 
is truly important close to your heart. 





























M y Z Tu K UnCh ° f crazy , sex books 11118 summer > which is another topic entirely, but one of the best was a book called 

M y Mother Myself by a woman called Nancy Friday. It’s this crazy, incredibly courageous book - one of the most challenging 
^interesting I ve ever read. In it Friday talks primarily about women’s sexuality and how women are constructs of their 
mother s attitudes (actions) towards sexuality to a much greater extent than many of us are willing to acknowledge 
Central to die book is Friday’s theory that women desperately need to revamp our outdated and crippling feelings and ideas about 
sex According to Friday (and a bunch more people, I’m sure), sex and love have become so completely enmeshed for women 

Ae not 8 ^! 11 ^. 08 ? h p % 7 good/fulfilling sex unless the promise of (everlasting) love and commitment lurks in 

the not-too-distant background. Fnday dares women to embrace ourselves as hilly sexual and mature human beings, stating that 
tt ,s only by doing this that we will ever have truly fulfilling and satisfying sex. It is with this challenge that she gives women I 
the permission we often seem to need to appreciate sex as the physical/carnal act that it often is. It is only by taking up this 
challenge, she states, that we will ever be able to disassociate sex with the traditional ideas of love and dependence that have j 
been imprisoning women for ages. Although Friday isn’t proposing a complete dissociation between the two (sex and love) 
she emphasizes die fact that sex can and should be appreciated on various planes/levels. What struck me as especially central j 
to her'theory is her assertion that women must stop depending on men to take care of us sexually - that we must let go of the 
^dea that we must wait for and depend on a man to turn us into the sexual women that we are striving to become. 

a * s y ^oolcs^Smith Collegej Box Green streej Northampton, Ma. 01063* 


This may seem like common 

thinking that I’ve seen in ages. .-- 

a lot easier to think of yourself as "naive" and "good’ 

... . m..i_La, 


of the most real, brave and good | 
a woman. I know that it’s 
„„„ ..I,. ~ give someone else charge 

of this really matters because you don’t j 


a lot easier to think of vourself as "naive and good ana not ukc uiai. mu n ^ ........ ~ e- 

of you(r) sexuality, and expect them to "help you" become a woman and to say that none of this really matters because you don 
like sex anyway .^But as we all know, what’s easiest is rarely what’s best, and so I take up Friday s challenge and die chaUeng 
^ . __j__ *u an work consciously to turn these attitudes on their heads. I say that as women 


rf«omoOiSettom"en,'.i.dpn T <;«ith.l we .11 workcomcioe.ly to turn iheM .mode.on died heed.. I ..y «i* „ women -M 
we « making -•*- | 

.I 


we start making sure that we are getting wnars ours wiumui i<=6*« *“ —>=j ---=- - ' 

whole new era of frankness and total candor. To learn to express ourselves sexually in new and uncharted ways, 
i other openly and unabashedly about our experiences and feelings. About ourselves as women. 
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^ Spidadies totally round-tabling it about sex Thev were It- ° ^ Wh ° dldn 1 read ll ’ 1,16 interview" was basically the 

] into die nitty gntty, and it was toZ gS J l T 5 SWt and •**”* each «her questions and getong 

I me that ^thought *ST u ^ ^ ^ tak * i abou ‘ * with, have told 

It was completely open and honest and totally fucking brave It * * * ’ °" ^7 0ther hand ’ think that the interview was great. 

I and comfortable way. And really why shouldn’t thev’ Wh h "m* taUajlg about sex an d fucking in a completely open l 

I a purely physical stLpoint^m^ *“ ^ ^ about sex from j 

or inhibited about talking about it (at least on naner'l W ° men Wh ° Tefilse to be embarrassed J 



- But the central distinction that I want to make here is that I am not really talking about sex in a "hey free love, let’s gel high'^ 
sort of way, because I think that whole attitude is going absolutely nowhere. Sex as revolution is dead, sex as communication f 
and as mature people/adults is (and needs to be) alive and kicking. Women need to learn how to be assertive and self-assured 
in their sexuality, while men and women both need to learn how to be up front and honest about what their needs are and who X 
fliey are sexuaUy. I think that all too often men feel that they must present themselves as (various degrees of) non-sexual in order ,‘1 

tor women to he ahlft tn tfl'lSt them Qimillfananunli. T iL.._ IV ... A 

.&•£*! . 7 , u . u viuuuii pcupic. ftnu wnen, during Uie course, 

0,168c , hangeand s . udden * it is both desired and expected for both partners to be extremely interested and i 
S-S>: acc « m P bsbe d ln toe arena of sex, all hell breaks loose. What I am trying to stress here is what I see as an immediate/crucial 
need tor both men and women to he fitraiohtfr»rwa«v-i aW™.* _«_ % :_ 4 _. .« . .. 

are sexually. [ 
get even more I 



















915 L St. #Qi 


acramento, CA 95814 


FLAMINGO STANCE I demand, in all aspects, calluses. I will not be ashamed 
to lean. I could never push it far enough to even things out. But i claim this as my 
life's work. It will take me home. I will choose which leg to stand on. Rip it open. 















LONG WAY DOWN 

ASWE TURN ON OUR NEW TRADITIONS 
AND FACE THE FACTS OF TODAY 
TURN UP THE HEAT, SHIFT INTO HIGH SPEED 
AND LET OUR HINDS OVERFLOW 

UNDER CONSTRUCTION ARE THE WAYS OF OLD 
OVER SEEING THE MOVEMENT 
GIANT STEPS ARE NOT AN OPTION 
TARE IT STONE ZY STONE 

MOTIVATED ZY DISBELIEF 
IAZEIED AS THE LOST CAUSE 
TRYING y0UR HARDEST TO PROVE TT WRONG 
CANT HARE A DENT IN MY SPIRTT 

SHARE THE SHADOW OF DESPERATION 
TT'S THE CHANCE I'M TARING 
MORE OUT TO WATCH A FAIL 
THANTOAPPiAUD SUCCESS 

YOU WU SEE AS THE STEPS INCREASE 
THAT EACH ONE IS A NEW JOURNEY 
MASRTO THE SIDE 
EYES EVER FORWARD 
MINDS ZENT ON CAICUIAWN 
LISTEN TO THE WORDS THEY SAY 
JUST ONE CAN CUT YOU IN HALF 
READ WHAT THEY WRJTE SO (HEARD/ 
SOMETIMES THE TRUTH IS HARD TO SEE 

YES IRNOW, LISTEN CLOSE, YES IRNOW 

AS FOR THIS LESSON WEVE DRAWN A CONCLUSION 
ZUT THERE ARE ALWAYS MORE 
TARE NOT FOR GRANTED 
YOUR SITUATION 

SET SIGHTS ON MOVING ONWARD 
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I, of sound mind and body, write these words from a very cliche dark cave of a 
mind. I, being 100% human and currently fucked, write these words with an 
incapacitated amount of confusion. I struggle with every breath as if it were my 
last. I feel the weight of a simulated cold cloud of a helmet planted on my head 
as if I'm still stoned out of my mind from the previous 4 days of emotional 
evasion. I write this because I'm human and because I am sad beyond belief. I am 
let down. Not by anything in particular, but by the human experience. I fend off 
my thoughts as if I'm fighting for my life. I do not want to wallow in sorrow, in 
truth, or reality, I just want to be. Maybe I'm running on empty. I'm trapped in 
my own mental ghetto of disappointment and frustration. Where to go, I'm not 
quite sure. Forward, onward, straight and full speed ahead, teaming with the good 
humor of a goddamn Sprite commercial-probably not. But eventually I'll get 
there,wherever it is, when I get there. For now I'll marinate in my washed up, 
soon to be 21 juvenile life in for now, Santa Barbara, trying to blindly satiate 
my mind in the new Spitboy/Crudos record and rock out to Born Against pretending 
I'm Sam McPheeters on center stage. The caffeine and marijuana haze is starting 

to burn itself out as I must get used to dealing with things on my own so.I 

wrote this in a futile attempt at coming to terms with...fuck if I know. Maybe 
its my boyish squalor of an existence extending my hand outward to a populace 
already consumed some other madness of sorts. 

Thank you to so many bands and people who keep me dreaming, hoping, crying, 
struggling, and most of all for inspiring me. 

















shawn scallen • 235 plymouth • Ottawa • Ontario • canaduh • kls 3e4 • an914@freenet.carleton.ea 
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i KEA3 Ct-E 3UZZ ROIH A liliUiOn liliLE* AWAV. 

n-c >ounD o-ac itowv d;?* my 3 odv m lead. 

DULUt my icm£}, ADD DUL1A my 3EFLEXE} 

unciL i Am mE^ELy eke clav o-ac o-ev wane 

mE CO 3E... 

DTOnE.D30nE.D30nE.MOnE. 

WFAC PVE 3ECOITIE mEAm VE3V LiCCLE CO mE. 

wfac I've 3EcomE mEAm nocwne ac all co ms. 
ir OnLV i I-AD 3AC< CHE EEEUnC in mV KAnDi, 
i COULD 3EACI- OUC Or Clx cocoon WOVEn 
r03 mE... 

3UC O-ACJ OCAV 

3ECALOE WHEn i EH1E3GE ROm my COrrin... 

i Via 3ECOIilE A new 3EinG. 
i wiu. accepc mv xcuAoon, 

i Wia iCn03E O-E ADCUbh OF OOx3\ 

i vna 3EmAin concsnc, 

i Wia 3E AicEnCiVE CO Aa CHE nEEDl Or Ox 
OUEEn 3EE. 
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i used to follow 

but these legs are brittle 

now this window is my program 

i can not move 

i had life i was alive 

these machines 

have all run down 

just like me 

my eyes are shallow 

but they still see you 

i am no help through this window 

this war is silent 

i still hear you 

i am no help through this window 
these children run 
i am right behind them 
i am alive 
i am life 


508 main st. 
toms river, nj 
08753 

(908) 505-9841 

dan,josh,greene,woody, & mike 



thank you. 










WE can make a difference! WE can ac hieve what needs to be a achieved! 
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An uncontrolled decline in population or economy induced when that 
population or economy overshoots the sustainable limits to its environ¬ 
ment and in the process reduces or erodes those limits. 

Mike Mowery 

po box 14228 santa barbara California 93107 
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PERPETUALLY 
WAKING UP: 

SSSiZST“ m * conversation with Troy 
of Kingdom Sewn 
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Ebullition Records • Po Box 680 • Goleta, CA 93116 
HeartattaCk • Po Box 848 • Goleta, CA 93116 
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